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—‘Hearts and Gizzards,” an all-over quilt pattern 
also called ‘Pierrot’s Pom-Pom.” 


LET IKONS BE BYGONES 


Is the question: 
should one worship 
graven images 
of his own creation? 


Is it not true 

that even the wild bear 
plays with his feces 

in the forest? 


But is the answer: 

to make you feel 

you are speaking 
these words yourself? 


CRAZY HORSE 


In the moon of exploding junipers 
Tashanka Witko 

Crazy Horse 

warchief of the Oglala Sioux 
went alone 

into the Black Hills 

and had a vision 

what he saw 

after a week of fasting cold 
projected in the sundance of the stars 
were numbers 

numbers of the dead 

lines of escape 

angles of attack 

geometrics platonic 

pure as moon abstractions 
on new snow so 

accurate they were 
prefiguring 

nobody laid a glove on him 
counted coup 

on him once 

removed from mortality 

he was not himself 


not Tashanka 

who hunted for a living 
gambled cn moccasins 
teased children 

but one who had dreamed 
himself out of himself 
and had felt his horse float 
under him 

like a butterfly. 


THE HUNT 


The field are caricatures of themselves. 

There is always the effeminate riding instructor, 
aftershaven, his bat in his boot, 

a horse depending from his saddle, 

a Tom Buchanan, a Vronsky, and all 

the virgins who popped it over fences. Come 
this nebulous November morning 

to fly a double oxer and bore through bullfinch 
the rest are as good as unhorsed already. 


But at a distance, black-and-tan 
draped in the rags of their breath, 
astride geldings of no color, 

they are as indistinctive as 

the pack of wall-eyed foxhounds 
that casts about this fallow pasture 
in concentric circles 

of metronomic lope. 


There is only the fox: 

cadaverous, unpredictable, a wedge 
of sinew red as dried blood, hounded 
by the thick musk of his mortality 
that cannot be blown away or frozen. 


APPALACHIAN SNOW 


The West Virginia Turnpike will run you, 
one way, an incredible $2.75 

and bananas—especially in winter, 

late winter or early spring. Drive 


out of the Kanawha valley 

due south from Charleston and it’ll 
begin to snow (it never snows 

in Charleston; snowflakes turn to coal 


before they hit the blacktop) hard 
and harder with each bending mile 
changing the deciduous drab 

into white terraces until 


you’re roller-coasting on a moebius strip 
through valleys tight as spliced wire 
seeing yellow lean-to shacks 

with gravel gardens disappear 


leaving only a trace of smoke 
beneath the surface. There 

is no sky. Only snow. The traveler’s 
cocaine. Poor man’s manure. 


THE PANTHER’S CAVE 


Sure | recall the panther’s cave 

because that spring | went in search 

of it and traces of the cat 

that had called it home: only one of 

its kind east of the mountains. It was March 


and the brass of winter turned 
green in the acid of the forest 
smelling of raw catfish, now 
amphibious: half air half earth. 
! panted up the fire-track, past 


the soapstone quarry that was mined 
when rangers bagged the renegade 

it ought nine, down a limestone ridge 
sucked back into the spongy shade 
lost in the circumambient smudge 


of pines and mosses. | heard it 
before | saw it: underground 
springs canaliculating in the lime. 
The scissors of a junco split 

the air with platinum. 


Of course | went inside—but not far: 
the mouth was just five feet across 
and not much deeper. On all fours 
groping for a few relics 

in the vault’s nethermost corner 


| turned to take a breather 

and saw, skyless and primitive 

with brindled adder’s tongue, 
framed by the wet teeth of the cave, 
tne other side of the spring. 


ORALS: FOR M.B. 


Illegitimus non carborundurm 

dear one, the respectable domes (Lord God 
you never lose your hair) maculate 

with liver-marks, wigged-out as if they ripped 
the sacred sheepskin off the Lamb of God 


(break both your beautiful legs!). 

Their fathers had no use for sheepskin 

but shot their wad on circumstance, on life 

or shaped the content of it with hands curved 

and cured to the form and the force of their trade. 


Let polymaths with pencils crucify 
experience to the last element 
upon the axes X and Y and let 
them one another’s work evaluate 
as nudibranchiata conjugate 


hermaphroditically. You are alive 

to the look in the eye of a stranger 

to the octosyllabic bark of the barred owl 
screwy for blacksnake, you were born knowing 
that crickets communicate by degrees 


and learned to read the syntax of the leaves, 
the fitting composition of the soil 

where the first dog-tooth violets unroll 

from leaves variegated as the shade 

scroll aiter scroll of mauve and pink and gold. 


| PERCEIVED THE SCENE AND FORETOLD THE REST 


| never thought I’d see a snake 
fuck. Actually | never thought 
about it much at all. (What luck.) 


Friend led me to the overflow 
dam on his pond above the rocks 
where he spied two males and a sow 


(or whatever one calls a snake 
that’s not male). There they were: all rib 
both humping it together like 


two rows of masticating teeth 
(worm-style) and black as Egypt 
with mummy smells of scotch and sweet vermouth. 


Remembering Tiresias 
! glanced nervously about 
but there were just the two of us. 


Tiresias O Jesus Freud 
you rabbits galloping across my grave! 
(It was too much for my blood). 


IN THE MOUNTAINS, THERE YOU FEEL FREE 


to worm your way around 
or under twisted stands of rhododendron, 
down the side of a gorge slick with pine needles, 
up through shadows chinkapin and locust, 
seductive sinister black iron maiden, 
and back again from wherever it was 
you were, and understand what you were doing 
there is the first place. 


There are different kinds 
of topography here in the mountains— 
red and black poker chips of clay and shale, 
serrated limestone terraces, laurel shoaled 
proliferous as seaweed, ribbed with whips of wire— 
but more often than not it is the trees 
that, with high singularity, determine 
your whereabouts, give you your bearings once 
you learn their names. 


In my own salad days, 
growing doped up on leadership, wargames— 
how to outflank the wavering expanse, 
guess where trails would lead me, callused, without 


benefit of redneck sidekick, beyond 

the warped, amphibious complexity 

of broadleaves—I ‘heard a mountain speaking 
to the wind in tongues of scarlet oak 

for its own sake. 


Still in a way one must try 
to create his own experiences, 
take to the tall timber when days drop dead 
as a dial tone, mark shades of difference 
when by mass-motivated feet pursued 
like Daphne down a disappearing path 
and as the nameless forest is translated 
into trees, he loses sight of himself, 
disinterested, nonexistent, as far 
and as fast as his legs can carry him. 
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ONLY THERE IS SHADOW UNDER THIS RED ROCK 


Into the air-conditioned, dark 
companionable room, like going to 
a summer matinee—but you know 
where to sit, where others lurk 


along Bell Telephone green 
wainscoted walls. Your armpits dry 
almost instantly. Sweatcurls freeze 
in place. The tables warp. Soon 


half past three is rosy on 

a couple of tall boys. Drop 

of ice distils light on a can. 
Blackjack oak leaf hole in top. 


smells like reses. Nature calls. 

In the end even the graffiti 

around blackened windows seem funny: 
Nostalgia isn’t what it used to be 


or Life is an hereditary 

disease. They’re all the same. You smile 
shaking the dew off your lily 

into a broken golden bowl. 
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PABLO ON OLYMPUS 


Manitas de Plata 
hunkering in the kitchen 
fingering broken glass 
upon a blue guitar 
antithetical Apollo 

for your gypsy lust 
prophetic 

adolescent 


and if you stole thunder 
from a couple of other gods 
one blond one black 

you led us to believe 

old albino bull 

that we could mount 
mother 

nature. 


13 


FAMILY REUNION 


In order to conclude an argument that he started 

concerning the upbringing of grandchildren 

the grandfather has just pushed his own son over backwards 
collapsing his director’s chair on the top of the dog 

and seizing what’s left of the bourbon flees into the night. 


In order to free himself from what’s left of his chair 
the father enlists the aid of the speechless grandson 
then summoning up what’s left of his favorite dog 
decides to pursue the grandfather and bring him home 
even if only in the name of freedom of speech. 


He considers calling out something sarcastic like THESEUS! 
Hell, what do you yell? P.A. maybe 

Make it sound like someone’s initials: 

Public Address for any old drunks out listening 

at a time of night when hounds give voice 

and Occoneechee Mountain snores in its caves above the river. 
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Meanwhile a ways upstream and downwind 

the old man is humming a tune from the 2nd world war. 

He doesn’t remember the words. He thinks 

he remembers a time, say, back in the forties 

when you took your place at the table and ate what was served 
and cursing was O.K. but only in the company of men 

and guns were good for they silenced all the right people. 


Meanwhile tucked in his bed the grandson is crying. 
He pictures his father and his grandfather 

like a couple of nearsighted beagles 

bumping into one another in the underbrush 

panting, bug-eyed, nervous and wet in their greeting. 
Reunion scenes always did make him cry. 
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HORSE DOCTOR 


Astride the neck, adout the poll, 

| could feel the sterno-mastoid roll 

as we cut the remaining testicle, 

tied the artery, untied the legs 

and tossd the amputated sections both, 
Deucalion and Pyrrha, to the dogs. 
unhorsed from all desire 

of big brood mares with velvet leaves, still 
as megalith, he gave us leave 

to stuff the cavities with Kotex... 
and | figured for at least another year 
to keep the good wife on the pill. 


Later as in a dream 

the gelding pony came 

to me, head hung, hard-on 
veiled with blackened cotton 
swaying, wrapped in flies. 

We stood, the two of us, 
studying one another: 

ship’s surgeon Gulliver 
without his wits about him 
before the pensive houyhnhnm 
who knew deep in his arteries 
(and will after my cells disease 
and swell and blacken into earth) 
the involuntary truth. 
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FIRST MONDAY 


lt was as when my great-grandfather went. 
Outside of town we watched the sun evict 

the night, rising alluvial in salmon fans, 

and saw them followed by their thin hounds ticked 


with blue, coming arched against the sunlight—some 
in wagons, some with goods for trade in hand— 
trom Raccoon Mountain and from Gunter Ridge, 
red-headed foothills of the Cumberland. 


Women put brass buckets, knives 

and sorghum underneath a living cone 
of kudzu, while men and boys began 
a venerable antiphon 


that cut the dusty air with dobro steel 

until it bled . . . when they, as if a stay 

past dark were eaten fat and blood, 

uncurled their hands to pack their strings away. 
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MARTHA WHITE 


Show us you’re a woman 
make us some biscuits 
like mother used to 


so | whipped ’em up 
a batch of drop biscuits 
bacon dripping brown 


spoonbread warm as infection 
chilled blades of baklava 
brazen with honey that 


they the laconic - 
loafers mechanically | 
ingested more and more > 


until my members drooped 
lumps and slings of dough 
risen past recognition 


| will no longer 


aspire to this occasion 
better dead than bread. | 
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NED BUNTLINE 


Ned Buntline kicked forty full years 
after he was lynched for murder 
counted coup with his two-foot gun 


and taught Bill Cody how to spur. 
He braved the Mandan hand-to-hand 
and with the other wrote his fame 


in the rust of the redman’s blood 
from the short grass of Montana 
down the Missouri River plain. 


Guilt never drummed against his dreams 
for he was every ounce of him 
innocent as an epigram. 


Let such contradictions as 
Before Abraham was | am 
be meal for milky-feathered ones 


who stand by subtlety of tongue. 


Ned spurred on the thundering days 
over the thickets we hide among. 
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BERRIES 


1 Every season it’s the same: 
Madame Dewberry 
requests your presence 
at luncheon 
at supper with ices 
over coffee and brandy and 
after a night of violaceous fantasies 
for breakfast 
the upper crust so irresistable. 


Back home you trot 
indigo droppings 
about the patio 

like a mockingbird. 


2 What hath mankind suffered 
by these pit-less fruits? 
Berrymore and Berryman drowned in Mogen David 
barberries both 
Lingonberry assassinated at Ford’s theater 
Khruschev who would berry us 
Thomas Wyatt the Elderberry 
gone all gone. 
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Blackberry sweeps Europe in Middle Ages 
the boysenberries of the Borgias 

bluberries and Victorian repression 

Nixon’s checkerberry speech 

when he passed his first buckberry 

bilberries, mulberries, hagberries, bearberries 
BERIBER!! 


Fallen upon their thorns 
we bleed. 
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CORKSCREW SWAMP 


EASTERN DIAMONDBACK 


Lucrezia Borgia 

once owned this woven 
Venetian 

pincushion 


DUCKWEED 


split-pea or lentil soup 
too thick with drippings 
for my taste 


LETTUCE LAKE 


always served up with 
thousand island 


SPANISH MOSS 
swamp pasta 


HAMMOCK 


British square 

musk-ox ring 

wagon train drawn in a circle 
inner city 
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6 WATER BIRDS 


Freckles 
Limpkin of the Limberlost 


Miss Egret regrets 
she’s a crook 

in her neck 

today 

little Ibis wears mittens 
her big sister 

Mrs Wood Stork wears 
evening gloves 


7 COTTONMOUTH 


the way | felt 
seeing you 


8 ALLIGATOR 
Q: what do you get when you cross 
a Doberman Pincher with the Merrimac? 
A: don’t know 
but its bite must be 
worse than the bark 
: what do you call 
the heavyweight of the species? 
: Gator Ali 
: how do you address one 
with big teeth? 
: Master Gator 


> OF O 
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9 CYPRESS KNEE 
inverted pirate 


10 SNAIL EGGS 
WASP caviar 


11. LICHENS 
or 
“GOODBY OLD PAINT:” 


the true story 

of Branch Fungus 

(not to be confused with Branch the Elder) 
and his wife Alga 

how they met by chance 
married happily for years 
Alga preparing the meals 
Branch providing support 
until one day she 

turned flaky and 

quite without warning he 
fell out of his tree 


42 THE BOARDWALK 


Atlantic City 
before the fall 
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EPIPHYTE 


Leonardo might have designed 
before the battle of Anghiari 
your airworthy ancestor 


CYPRESS 


it’s not that you’re unusually tall 
that you stick out so 

it’s not that you’re bald even 
(they say it was shingles) 

or that your knees 

are swollen with gout 

what one notices is 

the buzzard on your shoulder 
and the smell of coffins 


FALLEN LOG 


will the circle be unbroken 
by and by? 


HEARTS AND GIZZARDS 


is all that’s left of the old bird 

is all that was there to begin with 
underneath it all 

breasts being just so much scratch 
thighs and drumsticks appended on 
honorary members 

like the ornamental wings 

merely ceremonial 

and what’s a back? 

negative as a crutch 

you can sleep on it 


but consider the vital parts 
entrails that bobbed like burnt cork 
in a black river of bile 

the round red heart 

central and sinister and strong 

in taste as texture 

to be eaten only 

by the serious and 

by the truly hungry 
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though much affection and good 
humor touches them 

as in bust-a-gut 

which is how you arrive at a gizzard 
or as in the earthen bowl 

of the body secreted 

away as relics are 

fruit of the strawberry bush: 
hearts-a-burstin’ 

with love. 
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NIGHTPIECE 


Below our bedroom windew, out of doors, 
the moon hunts with the night predators. 
The persian’s pupils dilate. Its mouth, 

a pink X, widens to a diamond smile 
before it subdivides with nail and tooth 
a cricket, keeping kicking sections half 
alive. Deep in the ageratum bed 

float platinum angles thin as breath: 

the spider fashions a Gethsemane. 
Consider how she casts her net 

where only moonless hollows keep 

a few slow insects from the bullbat’s tack. 


Inside, the smoking logs, our black 
castrati, hum us to sleep. 
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THE PASSION OF CLAUDIO VILLAS-BOAS 


Why have | been excluded from their circle 

| who have been here many years waiting 

my gifts ignored at the secret places 

blades rusted off axehandles heavy with decay 
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INHERITANCE 


If there is one thing 

I’ve learned from life 

it’s that one ought to keep 
his big mouth shut 

and that success 

is being too dumb 

to imitate anybody. 


Shut up! |sn’t very attractive 

is it? Neither are: 

Food! Joos! Poos! 

or other smallfry noun 
brought up as expletives 

or presbyterian phrases 
repeated mincingly 

loved by the last of the Tsars 


or as my Benjamin 

in a fit of greed his black eyes 
borrowed from some mad Samurai 
swelling hideous bone-black 
screamed at his brother: 

I'm going to snatch you baldheaded 
you little bastard 


Not sins 
but the voices of fathers 
visit them. 
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FATHER 


| am the result of my children 

that are more beautiful than | in every way 
though | am told both favor me 

in high cheekbone and blackdamp Indian eye 


but to say they are more intelligent 

is not exact for | am quicker 

they are smarter and because they are 
| am apt to be wiser still 


they are the reason | am here 

bringing up the rearing for the first time 

in my life the old and ugly and the stupid 
photographed by any disinterested observer 


to be viewed years hence with embarrassment 
as | see myself removing a worn suit jacket 
tiny socks sucking my shirt like lampreys 
shot kneeling with my head in the oven 


in the dryer, the toilet, clothes hamper 
caught cold in the midnight Frigidaire 
picking over a parson’s nose 

that a posteriori section of a chicken’s back 


call it the anterior posterior 

what’s left over of the last to go 

on feeling down to the bone if | could 
only hate | could compete. 
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AN IRRITABLE REACHING AFTER FACT AND REASON 


Any day now his negative capability is going to run out 
and leave him on the inside looking 

(over at Romantics Anonymous), 

and any day now he may feel the need to chuck 
the benevolent public nervous job 

and go, permanently, on farewell. 

The day will come when he’ll ask himself, 
neither as a child nor as an ancient: 

not what is that, nor a more practical 

how does it manifest itself, but who 

is she who bares her neck to me in sunlight, 

and why am | unable to admire 

the beautiful imperfections of her flesh, 

this little rainbow of blood above the collarbone: 
and know full well it was not his mouth 

that sucked it, ever so closely, to the surface. 
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THE ONES WE LOVE THE MOST 


And was it love or those depending days and nights 

that made him follow her as if she were the sun 

that nurtured him and warmed the surfaces of his skin 
smelling (since he did not know his smell) like her 

who caused the flowers of the woods to spring themselves 
from beneath blankets of mountain humus for him 

each year more numerous (she named them all) and pungent 
he drifted with the bees clear into July? 


He liked to think himself as of the moon 

a man of many phases (Yeais was a familiar) 
he could shine or be nebulous as galax 
clustering like light above the sponge 

at other times he would become enormous 

a bloody yolk discharged from some black hole 
without beginning he could image all things 
luxuriate within the circle of her light 

almost (the more he thought of it) as a woman. 


Only late at night when colors cooled and leaves contracted 
when everything grew dim and small behind his eyes 

was he alone (though she often slept beside him even now) 
it was then his brain would fill its two great lungs 

and he would dream alone in black and white 

that there were many suns and on the mountain 

many varieties of interesting flowers. 

He was the sport. 


DEATH OF A BISHOP 


1. Your first mistake was turning tail 
to Rome and hunting Jesus. Where 
does one look. Probably in jail 
these days. Who knows. Among the poor. 


Good St. Ignatius worked within 

the Mother Church, finding her ripe 
for change, and squared us all with sin 
and sensibility, up to the pope. 


But you, you raised your Ebenezer 
and the spirits circulated 

through your liver by the case— 
left your blood transubstantiated; 


fingertips touched around black baize 
or split the oily Tarot deck 

for the Fool that controls the pack: 
the dilletantish dancer whose 


feet are at the canyon’s edge. 
Electric eclectic ecclesiastic, 
dancing from hymn to Him 

as in a Charles Ives collage— 


unresolved, cacophanous—free, 
you say, to repossess the Word? 
Remember Loyola. You could 
do worse, believe you me. 


. Nothing in this Judean sea 

stands still or balances or sticks. 

It curls about my feet in broken rings, 
sloshes aimlessly like the sea. 

Afoot, afloat, weltering 

between God’s ozone distances 

and the igneous smudge of lava, 

| am Ahab and | am Ishmael: 

lost and found and Icst again. 

Ah will they find me here? They must. 
The atmosphere will caulk my seams 
as hard as horn 

as dry as toast. 


His last mistake, say some, 
was driving down a dry 
sandstone creekbed, or wadi 
that led to Rome. 


SONNET 


Places where people 

remaindered their lives 

where dried-out keepsakes cease to be 
continued cluttering the senses 


this house shy of you 

your room without its shelves 

of plants and books that leaned 
about in random stacks should shine 


like the circle underneath a vase 
luminous as squares where pictures 
photosensitized the walls but here 


where your dust jackets the heart 
gathering sad ghosts in corners 
no one enters. 


FLORENCE 1966 


Though there was drought 

it was no healing flood 

that curled a black snake 

for unpeopled squares 

yet found 

the dying Magdalen 

breastless and shagged with pelt 
saying her prayers 

Ghiberti’s quatrefoils 

level like cobblestones. 


They say only water 

knows where water goes 

but they are wreng hear 

the brazen thunder 

of the clapping doors observe 
against neutral space the sky’s 
ribbon gauzzo 

arching for the ground. 


The rainbow lies. 
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THE PRINCE 


Along Choctaw county 

highway eleven amphibious rolls 
of forest bulging past 

the car resemble through the mist 
a faded tapestry. 

The rest 


is not worth the looking. 

The road feels pocked with half- 
filled potholes which must 

have stood the blue- 

black road gang to a laugh 

or two 


but after every rain they’re out 
again sweating and singing. Not 
today. There is only the hum 

of spinning rubber that 
reverberates within my head till it 
is numb. . . 


while the blacktop is snaking 
forward. Once when | came this way 
the rain cracking 

the leaves would ring 

the unarticulated time 

of day 


throughout the valleys of Urbino. 
Here and there 

a raincrow hen 

is sounding dactyls where 

there are no shadows now 

and then. 


Here cardinal and duke 

and banker sweat to save their skins 
each one a fugitive 

where not one able man defends 
himself or cares to prove 

his luck 


for here Cesare Borgia patrols 
administering papal bulls 

with the broadside of his sword 
inscribed: aut Caesar aut nullus 
The conquered say: ‘Deliver us 
O Lord.” 
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He writes his sire: 

“Look at the eyes. Always notice 
the inner corners of their eyes 
when the cornea is cocked to 
one side. It will make you 

desire 


to keep their eyelids shut.” 
Before the lantern light 
luminous ovals blue 

his sockets. It is too 

early for the hunt. 

Not yet 


daylight. He leaves his table and 
prepares: a gray and buff 
doublet cut high in front and rear 
a Spanish cloak a rough 
Cordovan leather gauntlet for 
the hand 


that baited bull and boar 
and bent the horseshoe of 
Saint Peter’s Square. 
Matador! 

Your game is solitaire. 
Your glove 
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sheathes the secular arm 

of the omega that 

embraces the Eternal City but 
rakes in the bullion and rolls out 
the bones. It’s time to ride. 
Outside 


great horses circle in the yard. 
Their breathing clouds 

the mounting figure 

of the Duke his son. It’s hard 
to see anything but his eyes. 
He loads 


his crossbow and heads his high 
backed. stallion for 

a disappearing path... . . 

The rearview mirror 

is a dilating funnel with 

an eye: 


the edges of my field 

of vision melt in the looking-glass. 
Now asphalt fills the front windshield 
the car descending. This 

or nothing. Me 

or nobody. 
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SHUCKIN’ AND JIVIN’ AT SOUL CITY 


Being the only jive time turkey 
loose at this black watering hole 


reflecting my feathers 
whiter than a wet moon 


| play up my Indian blood 
| am one-eighth Choctaw 


I mention and cha-fa-chuf-a-lo-chuk-che-ni 
for ’em one through ten 


whoever claimed they were 1/8 black? 
who'd ever claim he was 7/8 turkey? 
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LOST COLONY 


They passed the pop bottle between them 

at arm’s length as if it were a calumet 

black hair smoked their faces as they breathed 
and twisted over upon their sides 

and twitched their legs like insects 


three of them there under the bridge 

Simon Locklear, Willie Sampson, Rudolph Oxendine 
Tuscarora, Lumbee, Croatan 

whose old chiefs ate the first white spirits 

beached behind the cape on Roanoke 


rendered the medicine in their blood 
who drank the strong mixture 

half paint thinner half mountain dew 
they called smoke-on-the-water 

for reasons that ceased to matter. 
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